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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THRONES 

Golden and green and blue 

Is the screen of the Empress' throne; 

Golden and green and blue 

-And the black of ebony. 

Green and blue are the peacocks' plumes 

Standing to right and left; 

Golden and blue and green the silk 

Of the high-swung canopy. 

Wide and deep is the Empress' throne 

Of carven ebony, 

With its straight footstool 

And its peacocks' fans 

And its shadowing mystery. 

Brown is the slope of the dust-blown hill 
And brown the dust-blown plain ; 
Grey are the guarding dogs of stone 
And grey the sentinels. 

Grey are the carven shapes that lead 
To a carven sepulchre, 
Grey is the broken balustrade 
And grey the heavy walls. 

Wide and deep is the Empress' throne 
On that hillside far away, 
With its carven dogs 
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And its sentinels 

And its mighty door of grey. 

O BITTER 'DAY 

pale small face 

1 saw a moment In a throng of men, 
I am bereft, I am alone! 

I seek, but nowhere find again 
Your startled grace, 
O pale, small face. 

O fearful heart, 

Forever questioning, forever dumb, 

I weary of your sick mistrust! 
Why do you bolt the door when love would come? 

Go dwell apart, 

O fearful heart! 

O bitter day — 

When you looked and passed, you of the pale small face, 

You of the sweet tormented eyes, 
The eager tread, the startled grace! 

Yet I said no word to make you stay — 

O bitter, bitter day! 

EMBARCATION 

Slowly the great wave of a nation's sorrow 
Rises and swells and surges. 
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